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The Play, “Abraham Lincoln”

By BARRETT H. CLARK.

JUH\ DRINKWATER'S  Abrakam

Lincoln is just the sort of play that
ouglt 1o have been written by-an Ameri-
ean; it would have been fitting. The only
trouble is that there was no American that
would—or eould, perhaps?--do il. Perey
MacKaye, to be sure, has shown that he is
quite as capable as John Drinkwater of
writing a fine pldy sbout & great Ameri-
ean, but even Mr. MacKaye would, 1 feel,

. bave failed, or rather refused, to condense

his material so fo fit the rather narrow
limits preseribed by the Enghsl. poet. Mr.
MacKsye seemé st his best in the pageant
form, and we ought to rest content with
Washington, the Man Whko Made Us,
surely one of the finest historical plays—
or whatever you choose to term i#—of this

generation.

But possibly it took an Englishman, en-
dowed with at least a historieal sym-
pathy with Amenea, to bring to his sub-
jeet that aloofness, that spritual detach-
ment which Galsworthy laid down as one
of the mecessary atiributes to the ideal
dramatist. The hypothetizal American
“author of the Lincoln play which was
never written would, of conrde, have ere-
ated a loea] color more in keeping with the
faets, and chserved perhaps a stricter ad-
herence to lustories! ineident. 1 exn im-
agine Joseph Hergesheimer building up
sbout his characier of Linecln a host of
enlightening and interesting detuils. Boi
for such a work as Mr. Drinkwater pro-
posed to himsell’ there is no need for this
sort of thing, appropriate as it may be in
its proper place. Just as there is need for
photographing the White House in a Lin-
eoln picture.

As a matier of fact, Mr Drinkwater’s
play is happily unhampered by the mi-
nutie of historical fact. He has conoeived
lmnhpdgm-lb, hehalﬂmhnﬂ.f

Momfmmmmmnny
from the immediacy of our interests, puts
us into a frame of mind that is larger and
freer than that «f our daily round; even

. thduryu!hmohuwknwﬁ,u

wrapped in & base of yomance that is at
first The Lincoln

Of poor oblivions that are our being,

When

Beauty and peace possess us, thevy are
none

But as they touch the beauty sod peace
of men,

Nor, when our diys are done,

And the last utterance of doom must fall,

Is the doom anything

Memorable for its spparelling;

The bearing of man facing it is all.”

It is the spirit of this Chorus that lifts
Abrakam Lincoln above the level of even
the finest sort of purely naturalistic play
that could bave been writien en the same
subjeet. These lyric and epie interludes
are continually urging the dramatie epi-
sodes gloft into the regions where the poet
has eonceived his theme. I must quote one
other passage from strophic and antistro-
phie interiude following the second scene.
This is more serenely, Iyrie in charseter
than the others. It opens wiih

“You who have gone gathering

Cornfiowers and meadowsweet,

Heard the hazels glancing down
On September eves,

Seen the homeward recks on wing
Over fields of golden whest,
And the silver cups that erown
Water-lily leaves——"

The whole long passage closes with a
brief narrative note:

“He goes
The way of dominion in pitifal, high-
hearted fashion.”

Abraham Ligeoln is in Torm a pure
chronicle play; fhere is no plot to speak
of ; only a syguence of scenes kaitted to-
geiher by the dominating Sgure of Lin-
coln. These seenes include the meceptance
of the nomination in 1860 the oufhrefk
of the war, the Emaveipation Proclama-
hm.ld:mrnﬂundﬁn_nm

Indian secent, and a shight 3=viat'on from
historical facts—Abraham Lincols is a
work fhat cannot bui appial to Amen-
cans, primarily s sn effective play sbout
a man who is peculiavly svmpathetic to
us all. It is much more besides, but we
can safely leave the poetie implications of
Mr. Drinkwater to the fotore, and rest
content with a play that is surely one of
the finest of our time.

AHRAHAM LINOOLN. A Play. By JoEW
Darsxxwarex. With an inmtrodestion by
Amold Bennott. Boston: Houghton Mif-
fiin Compauy.

RANK N. DOUBLEDAY has the

largest waste basket in cristence. It is
the size of one of those jars in which the
characlers kid in the story of Ali Baba
and the Forty Thieves. Mr. Doubledsy
has to have it emptied twie> daily, so fast
does it Bl with the projeets of people

who, a5 be once said, want him to kave
&emdﬁum

TENE: Book shop, net Chris Merley's
heunted one either. Enter Guy
Holt. Tablean with catalogue Voice,
reading title: “The New Decameron.
That sounds int'restin’, but say—I
thought this guy Bo Cash was dead™
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politan theatre.

Hlustrarcd $1.66 net
all bookstores

REX BEACH said
“I wish I had written

BRANDING

for it is one of the
strongest, best told
stories [ have read’’

A tale of love, hate, wrong and atonement; of the
passionate and primitive woman of the wilderness, her
cowboy mate, and the over-civilized man of the city:
and of the strange destiny that led Joan Landis from
huhtﬁcmmntamcabmtoﬁacstageofagwatmtm-'
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Albania Asks Fair Play

HE world’s knowiedge of Albania
bas ecome largely from books by
French, Italian or English writers. Réné
Pinon has discussed interestingly the po-
litieal aspeets of the Albanian question
and Miss M. E. Durbam has written with
much undersianding and warm sympathy
of the Albanian people and their struggle
for freedom snd a national Fife.

But they saw Albania through the eyes
of a French scholar and an English wom-
an, and if their impressions savor of
their own national bias it would be searcely
more than eould be expeeied. In a ques-
tion so mhu-uﬂy these sincere
variations of opinion may have offered to
the general reader no definite solution Lut
have rather increased his difficulty of un-
ravelling its perplexities and compliea-
tsons. In Alemia, Past and Presemt, by
Constantine A. Chekrezi, we have, how-
ever, a book on Albania by an Albanian,
the first that has appeared in the English
language.

Themmnstalnyshavebemnnﬂ-
banian guestion m Europe, for the Al-
banisns are verv generally recognized as
the most ancient raee in southeastern Eu-

. Yope. ‘Mmdﬂmﬁlﬁ, -yl!r—

in the time of their nations] hero, George
lsnd by the defeat of its Turkish oppres-
sors is so graphically and dramatically
told"bylmngfeﬂo'inﬁlpomm-

: \
Anon from the castle walls
The erescent banner falls

And the crowd behbolds instead, °
Like a portent in tHe sky,
Iskander's banner fly,

The Black Eagle with dovble bead.

Itilthmd&;nﬁnﬂntﬁl
great Seanderbeg left no worthy sme-
eessors and that the banner of the donble

Hamid surronnded himself with Albanian
gunrds beeamse they were unfailingly
faithful to a duty which they acoepted.

The AMhanians never abandoned fhe
straggle for freedom. Thousands were

killed in revolutionary movements, and

Imndre&senimtedpuupel‘urhd:_

oppression. It was in the Albanian
mountains that the revolution which over-
threw Abdul Hamid had its inception and
many of the leaders of the movement were

began the Balkan war of 1912, which
lifted the Turkish yoke from Maeedonia
and Thrace.

When the Albanian guestion nppeamd
before the Congress of Berlin.in 1878
Bismarek blunfly dismissed it by saying -
“There is no Albanian nationality.” Had
he Hvad be might have added this misiake
to the others that he mnde in dealing with
the Balkans. There was then as distinet
an Albanian nationality as there was a
Serh, Greek or Bulgar; Albania was
merely “the last of the Balkan Stntes to
emerge from the blight of five centuries
of unconscionable Tirkish oppression.”
In 1812 the Albanian questign lmd become
one of ahsorbmg imterest and, when &
government was set up for these moun-
taineers and William of Wied, a small
German Prince, was put at ijs-head; En-

rope complacently breathed a sigh of re-
lief and thanked heaven that matter was
disposed of at last,

But the charteelleries of Europe knew
differently, They knew that William of
Wied was not selected by the Powers, but
by Austria, principally beeause she saw
that by sending a boy to do a man’s job
there oould be no definite settlement and
that the whole gmestion would agnin re-
solve itself into its former status of a
dispute between Austris and Italy. After
the Albanians had endured conditions as
long as possible they arose to demand an
explanation. The Prince fled with his
wife and children to a yacht which be al-
ways bad in readiness just over the
garden wall.

“There,” said Europe, “Albania has had
its chance and failed. There is no use to
try to sot up & government for those wild
people.”

But was this really true? The Prince
by his flight—on hearing of it the military
elub of Potadam expunged his name from
the records of its members—proved him-
salf to the Albanians guilty of cowardiee,
the most despieable of all offences in the
eyes of a brave mountain people.

Mr. Chekrezi, who was secretary of
the international eommission of eontrol
and earried on the negotiations with the
rebellions Albaniang, says that the Prinee
committed a siill graver coffence against
the customs of the country. The Prince
hnd come to Albania under the most sa-
cred agreement that the Albanians could
enter into, a besa or a mutnal pledge of
good faith. By his flight he showed a2 mis-
trust of the Albanian hounor and by his
acts he broke the besa. The day after his
flight he returned to his capital and rode
unattended out to meet his rebellions
subjects. They had omly contempt for
him—*they eould not recognize him as
their lawful ruler.” Most of the world
that knows the inwde story of this ex-
perimuent in government will agree that
the Albanians did not have a square deal,
And that is all that they are asking now.

ALBANTA, PAST AND PRESENT. Br
OoxsrasTiNg A, Cezxuryi. The Maemil-
Ian Company.

IF you are past thirty

years, have 2 touch
of sentiment, and enjoy
the whimsical—intro-
duce yourself at once to

Leonard Merrick

Takewith youonyour vacation
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